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Hilda Conkling 



And with mellowy dew, 
And send a separate shining 
Down the sky to you, 
My woven gown of sun-rays, 
My silken gown of blue. 



I want three things; 

They are wishes 

Bright and happy. 

You cannot know my dreams, 

The wishes that stay in my heart 

I want three things 

Unknown to any one ! 



Tell me — oh, tell me 
What are the wishes 
In your heart? 



I cannot tell you ; 
It is a secret thing. 



MY MIND AND I 

We are friends, 

My mind and I 

Yet sometimes we cannot understand each other, 
As though a cloud had gone over the sun, 
Or the pool all blind with trees 
Had forgotten the sky. 

LILACS 

After lilacs come out, 
The air loves to flow about them 
The way water in wood-streams 
Flows and loves and wanders. 
I think the wind has a sadness 

Lifting other leaves, other sprays 

I think the wind is a little selfish 
About lilacs when they flower. 
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